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_ALL 
IKELAND EEV1EW. 3 

THE D EO D/1 00. 
By EALPH CONDON. 

(Continued.) 
So we went till we came to a shallow ford about 

a quarter of a mile from the house. "Vehicles and 
horses crossed here through the shallows, pedestri 

ans^ by a rude causeway of stepping-stones. I 
noticed something black pressed by the force of the 
current between two stepping-stones which were 

lying close together. It was a man's hat. Mike 
at once recognised it as his father's, and began to 

cry out and lament, saying that his father was 
*' 

drowned." 
tc 

That is impossible," I said. "At all events here. 
If he's drowned it must be higher up stream. 
The water here is not deep enough to drown a rab 
bit. Your father's hat has come down stream." 

I hastened up the right bank of the stream, fol 
lowed by poor Mike, who was weeping, and talked 
and lamented ceaselessly. u 

Sure you heard what he said yourself," he cried, 
""that his end would come sudden, and he to be 
haunted in that way till the Day of Judgment. 

I did not answer him but continued to examine 
the stream carefully as we went. 

At a point about a hundred yards from the, ford, 
as we emerged out of a clump of willows at a bend 

of the river, Mike clutched me by the arm, whisper 

ing, 
tv 
Glory be to God what is that?" 

But I had seen it too. Eastward about a stone's 

throw in the midst of a dark pool of the stream I 
saw Donald Du standing upright and perfectly still, 

with the moonlight shining on his white upturned 
face. And yet I did not first see him, but the phan 
tom with whose, never-ending persecution he had been 

menanced in that visionary colloquy at 
?i 

the fort." 

I saw both as clearly as I see you now. Over the 

man where he stood, and as if it had swooped upon 
him from above, was a great white pig, and like the 

man perfectly still. The brute's left cheek was 

pressed against the man's right, and his two forefeet 

reached down over his shoulders caressingly, while 

the eyes of the latter, protruding in a fixed agony 
of terror, were turned to the heavens m piteous 

appeal. The two, victim and persecutor, the haunter 

and the haunted, were still as carved marble. 

Extreme terror is, as I now know, a silent passion. 
? stood rooted and staring for many seconds before 

my limb's would obey my will. Then without a word 

or cry I turned and fled. Mike had left me. I could 
hear the quick patter of his bare feet as he ran across 

the level field beyond the willows. Nor did I see 
him again for when I reached the ford he turned to 
the right, and made off for his home in the hills. 

I remember falling and rising many times, but no 

thing clearly, till I broke into my father's kitchen, 
where he and some half dozen of his men were as 

sembled. I believe he was dividing them into search 

parties and giving directions. 

When I had sufficiently recovered to be able to 
tell what I had seen, my father pronounced me to be 
ila superstitious young fool," and ^ as none of the 

men would accompany him, set off by himself for 
the scene of the apparition. 

In less than half an hour he returned looking 
very grave and stern. 

"Men," he said, "come with me at once to bring 

in the body of Donald Du. He's in the river, dead, 
choked, and strangled at the Drohid-na-Clia. Itf s 

bad business every way. Come, you fools, and don't 

stand there gaping. HeJ no more a ghost than I 

am myself. He was stealing away the pig which 

he killed for me to-day. Crossing the plank bridge 
he slipped and fell. The pig fell on one side of t]ie 
plank and he on the other. He stands there m the 
middle of the Meeluch, choked, with the pig over 

him, the extender at his throat and his face to the 
stars ; and I would to God every thief could see him 
as he is to-night." 

' ' 
., 

I accompanied the party which now set out headed 

by my father, and witnessed again as a frightful 
rustic tragedy of death what as an imagined appari 

tion had so recently all but driven me mad with 
terror. The plank from which he had fallen was of 

bog oak, and of the same hue as the pool. So 

though the moonlight was so clear neither Mike nor 

myself had noticed it. Also no doubt our attention 
was fixed and concentrated on the two frightful 
iorms to the exclusion of everything around. 

(To be continued). 

The Lost Cbance. 

What follows is, no doubt, very complimentary, 
and I suppose that, strictly speaking, I ought not 
to print it. But for literary and other reasons I 

lean strongly in the direction of printing correspon 

dence, the censorious quite as willingly as that which 
is laudatory. Last week, for xanipie, I printed D"s 

opinion that the miscellaneous matter was like 
"Dead Sea apple-ashes" in his cultivated mouth. 

Yet the miscellaneous matter is to a great extent 

my own. I don't mind much what the critics write, 
provided it has the grand quality of sincerity. B. F., 
I may add writes out of Waterford.?Ed. 

I enclose subscription for coming quarter, and 

beg to thank you for the pleasure derived from the 
*"A. I.E." In fact it has now become such a wel 
come visitor that I regret to read that F. and those 

who think with her have prevailed on you to cast 
oi? your 

i4 
coatJ> for something better. Don't forget 

Beranger's address to his old coat : ? 

"Se souviens car j'ai bonne m?moire 
Du premier jour ou je te mis, 

C'?tait ma fete et poure comble de gloire, 
Tu fus fete par mes amis. 

Tous, ils sont pr?ts a nous chanter encore, 
Mon vitil am, ne nous s?parons pas." 

Anyhow I believe your readers are ready "a vous 

chanter encore. 

Now one word about the 
" 

Enchantment 
" 

(which 
I hope you do not mean to let drop). You remark 

in a recent issue that the Dublin Nationalist papers 
looked on 

sympathetically at the movement among 
the gentry of Ireland to combine with the rest of the 
land on the Finance question. Nationalist sym 

pathy with any movement of the gentry to put them 

selves in their proper place as leaders-o! Ireland is 

undoubted. Why, I remember during those few, 

months of agitation I was living among an Irish 

colony in London, and can remember with what de 

light your articles which sometimes appeared in the " 
Westminster Gazette 

" 
were read by the Irish of 

my acquaintance, especially because you were re 

garded in some sense as a member of a class which 

was beginning to see their proper place, where you 
would be so welcome Now if the gentry as a body 
have not pushed on?what then? Is the country 
still to lie under an enchantment waiting for its 

natural readers to arouse themselves, or is it to 

strive to do as it thinks best without them? The 
If. I. League seems to have taken on itself to give 
the answer. If that League is not in everything 
agreeable to the Irish gentry, can they blame it? 

They refuse to meet their fellow-countrymen half 

way. Anyhow, even though you may not see eye 
to eye with the Nationalists may you long prosper 
to carry on your good work. 

One word more. I am a teacher. Ten days ago 
a boy usually very regular came in late and excused 

himself that he stopped up till 2 a.m. reading ai 

story, and couldn't drag himself to bed till he had 
finished it What was the story ? 

" 
Lost on Du 

Corrig.55 

I mean this as a broad hint for more such stories. 
B. F. 

I knew the author of 
" 

Lost on Du-Corrig," some 

ten years ago. I have hardly seen him since, and 

fear he is dead.?-Ed. 
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